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WEBLING. Nay, but if I am out of date, I implote you------
LADY SUSAN, Out of date ?   You ate obsolete!   lna six weeks,
Frank.    Think what you'll be in six months.
BOB. He'll frighten rooks.
WEBLING. I------   [With an effort] I shall do very well.   New
fashions do not interest me.
BOB. 'Twas to celebrate a conquest that Charles donned the
waistcoat.
WEBLING. A conquest 1   The King has a new mistress ?
LADY SUSAN. Oh, lud, Lord Francis, your bumpkinly plain-
speaking makes me blush.
WEBLING \bowing[. From this moment, I am famous.    But
tell me, who is it that the King------?  No, his Majesty's amours
bore me.
BOB. You exhibit unspeakable mental degradation, Webling.
Six weeks in the house of a crop-eared Puritan------
WEBLING [interrupting angrily]. My host, Repington.
BOB. Six weeks with such a host have sunk you to the level
of not caring to know who loves who at Court. The beasts In
the field have more intellectual interests than you. Rot it,
Frank, if you had to have a carriage accident, had you no more
taste than to be thrown out at the gates of a notorious Puritan ?
WEBLING. I did not have to have my accident, Repington.
Seeing a lady in Mr Hammond's garden as I drove past, I
contrived my accident by putting my cane between the spokes
of the wheels.
LADY SUSAN. I vowed there was a wench in it, Bob.
BOB. Bring her to town, Frank. You dog 1 You selfish,
licentious dog 1 You discover a jewel in a pig-sty and want
her to glitter for yourself alone.
WEBLING. My wife, Repington, who at the moment is still
Mistress Felicity Hammond------
BOB. Your wife! Lud, Webling, what an unspeakably
wanton thought.
WEBLING. My wife------
BOB. No, man. It's stark lunacy. Charles may forgive you
the past, but he'll never forgive you a marriage with a psalm-
singer.